fifty mile stretch from Dakka to the Amir's
palace at Jalalabad. Just before reaching it, we
suddenly found ourselves bowling along through
a shady avenue. We seemed suddenly to have
been shot out of the fire of the nethermost pit
into the outer verge of paradise. But we were
merely approaching the city whither the Amirs
of Afghanistan repair in the winter when Kabul
is snow-bound. Jalalabad, which is less than
a half-mile above sea-level and has a sub-tropical
climate, is surrounded by date-palms, orange
groves, pomegranate-orchards, and gardens
ablaze with colour. During the hot months its
population dwindles down to barely five thou-
sand. But when winter comes in the bleak and
snow-bound highlands, from twenty-five thou-
sand to forty thousand Afghans foregather here
just as Americans migrate from Chicago to
Miami or the Isle of Pines.

The city lies in the midst of a fertile plain,
surrounded by carefully tended fields. Here
and there throughout the country are rich valleys
like this one, oases in what is for the most part
a region of vast deserts and towering mountain
ranges. On every oasis the dwellers in the
valleys have planted artificial avenues of poplar,
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